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when I was fourteen, but I'm a great deal like her. No enthusiasm
for sports, poor muscular coordination. I can't even play a decent
game of Ping-pong. Dancing is the only recreation which sends me
—but Joe won't dance. My mother took me to dancing school and
she taught me to cook. I can spend a whole afternoon preparing a
snazzy meal straight from my French cookbook and discover when
Joe arrives home that we are dining out that night IVe had no
warning, although the Los Angeles telephone system still funetioos.
If we eat at home two evenings a week it's a wonder. And then
we don't eat on time. I never know when to expect Joe. Last Thurs-
day I made a cheese souffle. It was perfect at 7 p.m. When Joe came
home at nine-thirty we ate canned beans, and Joe was very
fumy about "Madame's Magical Manufactured* baked beans.
I wasn't one bit amused.
To be honest, I must admit Joe is often delayed by business. He
is a salesman—he's a knockout at that—and he has to run around
town with customers. But Joe doesn't know what telephones or
clocks are made for. His sense of time was left out of him at birth.
On his days off, he can go to the grocery on a fifteen-minute er-
rand. Hours may pass, literally hours, before I see his face again.
He gets to talking to somebody, loafing around, canvassing a new
real estate development—Joe isn't in the real estate business—
and his errand, his wife, and his home skid right out of his mind.
Two weeks ago he went to buy a quart of milk I needed for a
custard pie, and four hours later he came back with a full ex-
planation of the merchandising methods of a dairy. He had for-
gotten the quart of milk.
Possibly Joe doesn't mean to be inconsiderate; he is sweet about
apologizing. But he just doesn't grasp the things which drive me
into a frenzy. After three years of marriage my reactions are a mys-
tery to him. Sometimes, they are a mystery to me.
I know that I'm made sick by embarrassment and worry., but I
don't know why. When Joe cuts up in public I agonize. When Joe
is late I worry about hfrn terribly. I picture traffic accidents and
office-building fires and acute appendicitis. Soon I get frantic. My

